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There  was  a  young  fellow  named  Grahame 
For  whose  jokes  we  could  gaily  flay  him 
When  asked  for  a  pun 
A  thousand  he  spun 

As  fast  as  he  thought  'em  he'd  say  'em. 


There  was  a  young  fellow  named  "Brute" 

Who  frequently  went  on  a  toot 

But  the  last  night  at  sea 

He  had  a  fine  spree 

And  now  has  a  black  eye  to  boot. 


There  was  a  fine  young  fellow  named  M  us  grove 
With  whom  the  girls  fell  desperately  in  love 
His  eyes  and  his  voice 
Made  him  our  choice 

But  he  preferred  Miss  Broadhead  for  his  dove. 

"Boots"!! 


There  was  a  festive  maid  named  Boots 

Who  delighted  in  changing  her  suits 

Whether  robed  in  blue  or  white 

For  me  she  seemed  a  fright 

Was  it  my  jealousy  ?  "  I  ha'  ma  doots". 


There  was  a  young  fellow  named  Harley 
Who  surely  knew  how  to  'parlez' 

When  out  for  a  walk 
Like  an  old  man  he'd  talk 

For  he  learned  how  to  (  be  )  fearfully  'jolly' . 


There  was  a  man  named  Ewald 
Who  always  came  when  he  was  called 
But  one  night  in  the  bow 
He  got  in  a  row 

No  wonder  he  looks  rather  bald. 
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